he  Heaving  of  the  Lead. 

Lasii'd  to  the  Helm. 
The  I^ass  o'  Arraiiteenie. 
iVLB  BLAWS  THE  WIND. 

Dearest  Ellen, 
pom  the  white-blossom'd  Sloe. 
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THE  HEAVING  OF   THE  LEAD. 

For  Etiglaiid,  when  with  favVinggale, 
Our  gnliant  ship  up  channel  steer'd,^ , 

Arid  scudding'  under  easy  sail, 
The  high  blue  western  Jand  appeiu  'd; 

To  heav<^  the  lead  the  seaiiien  sprang, 

And  to  the  pilot  cheerly  sung, 
By  the  deep  nine! 

Andl)eari:ig  up  to  gain  the  port, 
Some  well-known objeGfckopt  in  view, 

An  abbey  tow'ri  a  harbour  fort, 
Or  beacon  to  the  vessel  true; 

While  oft  the'lead  the  seamen  flung, 

xlnd  to  the  pilot  cheeriy  sung, 
By  the  nuirk  se^en! 

And,  as  the  much  lov'd  shore  we  near, 
With  transport'we  behold  the  roofi 

/^^lere  dweli^4  a  friend,  or  partner  dear, 
Of  faith  and  iove  a  matchless  proof; 

The  lead  once  more  the  seamen  flung, 

And  to  the  tvatchfid  pilot  sung, 
less  Arc ! 


w  up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 
Up  in  the  morainf^*  early; 
fate  can  be  waur,  in  winter  tirue, 
rhan  rise  in  the  morning  early. 

7.0SGy  house,  2nd  cantie  wife, 
Jeeps  ay  a  body  cheerly; 
d  pantry  stow'd  \vi'  meal  and  jiia^it, 
t  answers  unco  rarciy. 
i  up  in  the  morning,  na,  na,  na, 
Jpin  the  morning  ea/ly; 
3  gowans  maun  glent  on  bank  a^id 
brae, 

Vhen  I  rise  in  the  morning  early. 


DKAREST  ELLEN. 

en  the  Kose-bud  of  summer,  its  beau« 
ties  bestowing,  . 
whiter's  rude  banks  all  its  sweetness 
shall  pour; 

I  the  sunshine  of  day  in  nighty's  dark- 
ness  b  - glowing, 

then,  dearest  Ellen,  Vli  lOve  you  no 
more. 


Wheii  of  hope,  the  last, spark  which  thy 

smile  us'd  cherj^. 
In  my  bosoiHxifeh  die;  aM Its  sple 

be  o'er; 

And  thepjiilsQ  of  th;«  heartwiiich  adores 

you'shall  perish, 
©h!  then,  dearest  Elleo,  Pll  loveyoimo 
Riore, 


THS  THOIIN. 

Fiom  the  Y;»>ite-blos^^om*d  sloe  imy  dear 
./    Chloe  requested, 
spii^y  her  f'dii'  breast  ^o  adorn  : 
i\o,  uy  heaven!  I  exclaim  d,  may  I  pc- 
^  fish,  .     '  ^ 

If  e^  et  i  ph;nt  in  that  besom  a  th^rii. 

Tiien  I  shbw'd  hcra  ring,  and  impkr*d 

her  to  marrj^, 
She  fetiish^d  like  tlie  dawning  of  morny 
Yes^  rU  consent,  she  reply^d,  ifyQu^l 

prdmisej, 

That  no  jealuu:>  rival  shall  laugh  me 
to  scorn. 
No^  by  heaven!  &c. 

FINIS. 
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Now  to  her  birlli  the  ship  draws  nigb; 

We  shorten  smiI — she  leeis  tJre  tide— 
Stand  clear  the  cabje!  is  the  cry; 

Tlie  anchor's  gone^we  safely  ride. 
The  watch  is  set,  ;ind  tliroiigh  iiie  night 
We  hear  the  seamen,  wilh  delight, 
Proclaim— AiTs  wed!  ' 


LASH'd   TO  THE  HELM, 

In  storms,  wdiaa  clouds  obscure  the  skjj 
Aiui  thunders  rod,  and  lightnings  fiy, 
in  midst  ofddl  these  dire  alarms, 
I  thinkjt  rny.  Sally,  on  thy  charais, 
ddVe  troubled  nuun, 
The  wind  and  rain, 
My  ar(ient  passion  prove; 

Lash'd  ta  the  Uedn, 
■    Sliould  seas  overwhelm, 
I'd  think  on  tliee,  my  iove. 

When  rocks  app^^^^r  on  every  si 

-And  art  is  vaiii  t!u:  snip  to  j:;aide: 

In  varied  shapes  w^hen  doatli  appear;^, 

The  tlioiight  of  thee  my  bosom  cheCfi^j 

The  troubled  main, 

Tiie  wind  rU  j  rain, 


My  ardent  pas&ion  prove; 
Lashed  to  the  helm, 
Shculd  seas  o'ervvlielm, 

I'd  think  on  thee,  niy  love, 

But  should  the  gracious  pov/'rs  be  kind 
Dispel  the  gloom,  and  still  the  wiiad, 
And  waft  me  t6  thy  arms  once  more, 
Safe  to  my  long  lost  native  shore. 

No  more  tb.e  main 

Vd  tempt  again, 
But  tender  joys  improve; 

I  then  With  thee 

Should  happy  be, 
And  think  on  nought  but  love. 


THE  LASS  OF  ARRANTEKNIE. 

Forlorn,  amang  the  Highland  hills, 

'Midst  nature's  wildest  grandeur, 
By  rocky  dens,  and  v/oody  glens. 

With  weary  steps  I  wander. 
The  langsome  way,  the  darksome  day^ 

The  mountain  tt|istso  rainy, 
Are  nought  to  me  when  gairu  to  thee, 

Sweet  Lass  o'  Arranteeniel 


\Yon  mossy  rose-bitd  doTvvri  the  liowe, 
Just  opening  fresh  and  bonny, 

3li3iks  sweetly  *neath  the  hazel  bought 
An  *s  scarcely  seen  by  ony; 

;!ne,  sweet  amidst lier  native  hills> 
Obscurely  blootns  my  Jeanie^ 

lair  fair  and  gay  than,  rosy  May/ 

I  The  flow'i  Arranteenie, 

fi  om  the  mountain's  lofty  brow 
I  view  the  distant  ocean; 
iiere  avarice  guides  tlie  bounding  prow 
^  Ambition  eaurts  promotion. 
|t  Fortune  pour  her  golden  store, 
^-ler  laureled  favours  many; 
ie  me  but  this,  my  sculps  first  wisb, 
i  The  Lass  o'  Arranteenie. 


VP  IN  THE  AIOllNTNG  EARLY. 

:i.l]d  biavvs  the  win' frae  north  to  son^^^« 
And  drift  is  driving  sairly; 
ie  gheep  are  cauring  i'  the  heugh, 
0  sirs!  it's  winter  feirly. 

up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 
0p  in  the  morning  earlyi 
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rM  Vatlu>r  gang  sixppei  less  to  my  hei 
Than  rise  in  the  inoniirig  early.  ^ 

Riide  jmrs  tbn  blast  amang  the  vvoo^  ^ 

The  branches  tirlin  bareh^; 
Arnaiig  the  chimne y-taps  it  thi{ds,-J 

Aaci  frost  is  nippin  sairly. 
Now  up  tn  the  morning*^  no  lor 

Up  in  tiie  inoniiug  early;  :.     [  v;l 
To  sit  a'  night  IM  ruth?r  r^gree,' 

Than  rise  ia  the  morning  early » 

The  $A\u  per|>s  o'er  yon  southland  hill 

Like  oiiy  tia>orous  carlie; 
Just  blink&a  we  1%  then  sinks  again, 

And  that  we  find  severely. 
Now  up  in  morning's  no  for  me, 

Up  in  tho  ;..orrHng  early; 
Wlieo  snaw  blaws  into  the  chimie) 

"Wha'd"  rise  in  the  nionving  edsJy* 

Kae  lintles  lilt  on  liedge  or  bush, 
Poor  thingji^  they  sufier  sairly; 
In  cauldrife  quarters  a'  tiie  night, 
day  they  fi^ed  but  sparely. 


